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JOHN: What's the matter?

MRS. WHARTON: I thought you knew.   My dearest, your

father's dead.
JOHN: Mother!
MRS. WHARTON: I asked Sylvia to break It to you.   I

thought. ...
SYLVIA: [In a dull voice.] I didn't tell him when you asked

me to, Mrs. Wharton.
JOHN: I don't understand.   It seems impossible.   He was

well enough last night. When did he die?
MRS. WHARTON: At about seven this morning.
JOHN: But, mother dear, why didn't you call me?
MRS. WHARTON: I didn't expect it. We'd been talking and

he said he was tired and he thought he could sleep a

little. He dozed off quietly, and in a little while I saw he

was dead.

JOHN: Oh, my poor mother, how will you bear your grief?
MRS. WHARTON: You know, it's so strange, I'm not in the

least unhappy. I don't feel that he's left me. I feel him

just as near to me as before.   I don't know how to

explain it to you. I think he's never been so much alive as

now. Oh, John, I know that the soul is immortal.
JOHN: Darling, I'm so glad you're not unhappy. Your dear

eyes are positively radiant.
MRS. WHARTON: If you only knew what I seem to see with

them!

JOHN: Won't you take me up and let me see him?
MRS. WHARTON: I think the women are not done yet, John.

I'll go up and see. I'll call you as soon as everything is

ready.
JOHN: Fm sorry I've caused you so much pain since I came

Iback, mother. I wish I could have avoided it.
MRS. WHARTON: [She puts her arms round his neck., and he kisses

herl\ My dear son!